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GRIMALDI
BESIDE his cosy fire
The kindly doctor sat, "When he heard a step at the door,
On the panel a light rat-tat, And entered a little man,
Crooked and trembling and old, Whose withered face bore many a trace
Of sorrows manifold.
He dragged his feet to the fire,
With a step that was failing and slow, And he turned to the kindly doctor man
Dark eyes of ineffable woo. " Doctor," he groaned, " in me
The saddest of men behold, Whose clouded brain is numb with its pain,
And his heart with a grief untold,"
" What ails thee ?" the doctor asked,
And replied the little man, "Nay, the body it aileth not,
'Tis the mind which bears the ban.